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Mr. Wilson's Acceptance.

& And

In the dispute between the raiiroad
the four brotherhoods which constitute the
“upper crust” of railrond labor President
Wilson led the way in vielding to the inn
perious demands of the unions. He ﬁpﬁ]«!_\'
abandoned the principle of arbitration in
railrond wage controversies which the Fed-
oral wovernment has been trying for years
1o establish and which society now accepis
#s the most equitable and helpful method
of settling controversies hetween capital
and labor. Yet while repudiating the prin
ciple of arbitration he has the assurance
to say that he is one of its stanchest sup-
porters—that he favors absolutely and un-
ts application, not in this|

conditionally _
particular case, but in other less incon-
venient cases which may arise hereafter—
hereafter meaning ome happy period
when his own fortunes are not at stake In
& national election.

In his speech yesterday accepting the

Democratic Presidentizl nomination Mr
Wilson did npot refer to this latest ex-
ition of the infirmity of purpose,

Sado

odE-

+ion for drifting and for d
which have lain at the ro
nship. Yet

inevi-

'

s1on

ing dec
of all his failures in statesm

what he said at Shadow Lawn will

tably be judged by the public in the light
of this most recent sacrifice of a fixed
policy, involving & principle for which he

Bimself expresses the profoundest respect,

to the immediate necessities of practical

palitics.

On all the larger
has had to deal as President he has shown
{he same vacillation, the same temporizing,
the game lack of clear ideas aund moral
eourape as he has just exhibited in run-
from the trainmen’s gigantic

issues with which he

ning awsy
blaff.

The President now appeals for reélee-
tion mainly on what Corgress has done in
the last three vears, ignoring or glossing
nver what he himself has done and failed
to do in fields in which he does not share
responsibility with Congress. Thuz h
gives the Demoeratic party (and himself)
credit for much legislation which has been
non-partisan in origin and character. Thel
Federal child labor law, for instance, 1s|
Democratic measure. The opposi-|
passage for vears

L
|

not a
tion which delayed is

came almost entirely from Southern Demo- |

crats.

The enlargement of the Interstate Com-|
meree Comnrission was not a purely l'r.-mr..\
cratic inspiration. The rural credits law
was passed by non-partisan effort in both

branches of Congress. So was the Fed-|
eral pood ronds luw, The ncome tax

v |
amendment to the Federal Constitution

was submitted by a Republican Congress
and the tax was imposed by a non-partisan
vote. The Federa! Reserve Bank law, on
which Mr. Wilsan builds up

case of Pemocratic achievement, was the!

fruit of u long campaign of education|
tarted by the non-partisan Aldrich mone-
tnry Ruther shamefucedly
the President tries to annex eredit for he
ereation of a tanff commission, although
he himself signed an act, passed by a
Iemoe ratic extinguishing the
Pevne law tariff board, and it was only
this year that he bocame converted to the
belief that tariff commission
agency of high value in adjusting customs

commission

Congross,

i 12 An

duties to the conditions of foreign and do-|

mestic production.
These measures, in which the President

seeks to establish a proprietary interest,
have all been the result of a general broad-
ening of ideas, of education along cconomic
lines, by which all parties have benefited
The socinl progress which they represont
cannot be chacked by Mr. Wilson's defeat

Nor would it be accelerated by his reélec-|

tion.

When it comes to discossing his own
unsided statesmanship—the policies with
regard to which he has had an absolute.
Iy free hand and the achievements by
which history will judge his Administra-
tion—the President hardly conceals his un-
certainty and uneasiness. There is u'note
of plaintive apology in his explanation of
the Mexican muddle. “Mistakes I have no
doust made in this perplexing business, bu*
not in purpose or object,” A painful ad-
mission—but necessary.

Mistory weighs results, not purposes and
ohjects. The vital ereor of the President’s

policy—so far as that policy ean be re-|

duced to anything intelligidle or logical—
is unconsciously confessed again and
again in yesterday's speech. Mr. Wilson
admits that he failed entirely to protect the
rights of Americans in® Mexico or the

| Americanism. in his assertion of neutral

lare qualitatively a disappointment,

o largely hic|

1\‘1‘1"1'!. to foment revolution by Iml\-'u"l!'.s!' has only rec
and ousting “the unspeakable Huerta
ll!m he was unwilling to intervene to ob- ened to w
struct revolution, in spite of the fact that after.

| under other “unspeakable” faction leaders,
many of them professional marauders,
American property was being destroved | Being glnd was o cheerful, care-free sort
and American citizens were being mur- of eeperience not so long ago. Yon let|
o at the proper moment when

rite his hooks in Russian here-

= S |
On Being Gladder than You Are. |

dered. yourselt

It has been the chief vice of Mr. Wil-lyour hills were all paid and the baby il
son's Mexican policy that it sought to dfﬂnllie‘pf all night and the bacon was done|
the United States into some fantastic and | just right for breakfast, and there you
clelonary “sorvice of humanity,” uplifting were. The whole world smiled and you |

' the Mexican peons or some such alien mis-jsmiled with it. You were downright glad!

sion, instead of discharging our govern- to be wlind,
ment's natural and legitimate funetions in
the way of protecting its own nationnls.
No apposition philippic has ever exposed Wiggs 18 generally rated the pioneer of
the fantastic idealism, the Utopian topsy- this movement, and perhaps a small portion
turvvism, of Mr. Wilson's Mexican pro- of guilt or credit must be assigned to her
ur:m‘um- more offectively than do the pa- cabbage patch. But defenders of Mrs.
thetic self-revelations on this topic offered Wiggs can find ground to contend that
to the public yesterday at Shadow Lawn
The President
Philippines ous
tempts to supplant Manroeism with Pan-

of philosophy entered upon the scene. Mrs.!

nned article

ion, in his inconsistent at- W
ne
| professionalism.  Besides, the true fore-
runner of all modern gladness was almost
certainly another lady, much younger and

rights on the high scas and in his beiated

|offarts to supply that degree of military !

more beautiful, to wit, Pippa, who sang
“All
and got away with it.

Sinee Mrs. Wiggs the idea hag gathered
way rapidly. Mrs. Burnett went the limit
early in the game and named a whole
heraine “Glad” in the “Dawn of a TﬂA!
morrow,” a young woman, incidentally,|
more truth than fiction|

and deserved no  such
Thus, through a series of

present |
"

preparedness which would enable us to
repel attacks insults and to restor
to gome extent our prestige as a nation
with something in its armory besides dip-
lomntic notes.

Public opinion has forced a suitable in
creage of the navy in spite of the obstrue

and

tiveness and incompetency of the present
head of the Navy Department, But the
machinations of Mr. Hay, countenaneced by
the President, have revitalized anecient
blunders in army organization and loaded
the country down with an inadequate, 11T
balanced and archaic military system.

who preached
about gladness
damning tag.

feminine outgivings, we reach the
climax of gladness, to wit, “Pollyanna,
heroine of a thousand bookstores, now pre-

Preparedness got one sentence of twen- pared to seatter sunshine over the foot-
3 i“ M2

ty-one words in Mr. Wilson's address _allichts. “A glad play" is the frank and

clear ease of poetic justice. accurate billing of the production; where-

There is much rhetoric in the speech, but \with this good old “'i-j""“"" definitely |
no argument which can dispel the iniprcs-:!hmw': up He sponge. {'1{.“‘1"”5 e tni
sion made by Mr. Wilson's failure all along! be glad am? .I‘or'ﬂm“ su::.-:hml-. -
the lite’ a8 @' clear-sighted, constructive| The specific idea of Pollyanna is that no
e asks the country to mxe;“"““‘f how gloomy vour luck there is al-
. ways some silver lining to be glad about.

statesman.,

him for another term—to indorse without : : Monday i b
: 1 Are you cast do catse Monday 1s was

flinching the record he has made for 'j\r‘ _'}" I\h“ “'“f;1 "‘;:“ 5 1 t"h"-‘ I:“r]“ {¥
Pl " . ay? oLl § [ at, to-day
facility in phrase-making and paucity in iy ' T B [. T 11_ Ay
being Monday, it won't come again for a

salid achievement.

We do not believe that
be decetved, They have had too many op-
portunities to take Mr. Wilson's measure,
They are unwilling to invite another four
vears of “serving mankind” and forgetting
the rights of Americans, of drift and op-
portunism, of government by phrases and
statesmanship by improvisation

whole week! How glad you should be!
And so on, Granted the formula, there is|
surcly no difficulty in applying it ‘

We have no wish to preach the joys of
heing gloomy— though we do know cxt‘rl-;
tent folk who take more pleasure from a|
thorough eantankerous grouch than fruml
a night of laughter. The only sound de-
fenee of gloom we know is hased on the
theory of contrasts—that unless you have
a few dark spots in your picture the light
will not look like light at all,
necessity is fulfilled by a very little dark-

the voters will

Return Compliments.

What America thinks of lit-
erature it hag proclaimed from the house-
tops. To Mr. Howells belongs the honor
of discovering it as a model of perfection
worth adapting caltivating. Since
those enthusiastic days voices of doubt
have been heard, if not of Tourgenev and
Tolstoy, at least of the greatest of them
all, of Dostoievsky, the Titan of con-

Russian
ness, !

What we have to suggest is the danger
of being gladder than you are. The Puri-|
tans were hetter than they knew how to
be; and they ended up a cold, ill-tempered
breed, very pious in church and very un-
comfortable at home. So with gladness.

and

structive chaos. But Marmeladov's drunks|Try to be glad, by all means, and don't|me. That was the way he chewed up lh"iwnn eighteen, ran down the garden,

en confession of his own degradation is|dwell on your woes unnecessarily, But
admitted even by the doubters to be o_nel-thc-re iz a limit to the goodness or gladness
of the peaks of the revelation of tha hw={in ‘most human beings at any particular
man heart in all literature. ‘moment, and if you pretend to what you)

The' Russian masters stand secure in haven’t you hecome a stupid, irritating

their niches in the international fictional !;'ul.'-:ml:u. .'\|5<|—1\\I' respectiully flll‘mi‘ L0t runks, curtains, carpets, furniturs overturned |on the other.
Their suceessars are still on. Pollyanna—you become a fake, incapable ang broken, communicants’ rabes —eversthing | eubbages. The euré spoke on quietly:

panthton.
trinl, Gorky is already of an older gen- 0f knowing either joy or sadness.

eration, his work mostly done; Chekhov| e
is dead, leaving behind him a promise not |
altopether fuliilled. As for the young-|
sters, our contemporaries, they are being
{thrown upon our reading-tubles in muasses
that, however impressive quantitatively,
At
their best they are only weak copies of |
great honor—Russian life
and the Russian soul move hut slowly. At
their worst they are a waste of time. In
sragre they but rarely bring forth a ':Ir:'“.': snd h""”_- ubfy to take caro of them |

What particular hardship would there hl\:
in ordering n close season for two, three or|
Anr.-i "h,'” secing that I.h« Tiw |~'t
eritic ghould return the compliments paid [___l:lﬁ"";__r:,':ll ';:“,r‘:l I,r.‘,,lj:;::.lh T;:;‘lﬁ (';u“:’:r”:.'l
s0 generously by us to Russinn literature. laws have given them, snd if all the *?n“'*l
Therefore, it was a happy thought of the|would agree upon un sdequate programme of |
oditor of “The Bookman” to invite Abry-| conscrvation the country would be henefitod|
- X by the saving of the food products now de-|
ham Yarmolinsky to tell us of the est \tioyed by Insects,

tion in which American literature is held

by his countrymen.  That the result is A Ballad of Cobbled Democracy.
sCircely g W o -] he .\ . ’ . P .
scarcely enlightening is neither Mr Irvin Cobb is working for the Democratic

Maurice’s nor Mr. Yarmolinsky's fault.

Shortening the Setson for Birds.

1 From The Providence Journal)

Pennsylvania is the latest of the States to|
tuke up the guestion of shorter open seasons |
on game birds, nnd good reasons for curbing |
the activities of hunters ure presented in a|
statemont of the Game Commission now
gent to individuals and sporting associations,

Birds sare being exterminnted under the
present laws, and the remedy proposed is in
restricting the =eason to one month and

the ones  we

the

nd of at lenst momentury interest, like
Kuprin,
It wus time, however, that

five

f Vinrs
Russian .

i

- DAUSE
Russia, as a matter of fact, knows nothin PALESY :
[ . sy B NOEMNEL g gitate the banners; let the ved fire
ps vet of Amerecan literature. It wor- ) gloio!)

L FA

ships Poe and Whitman—the author of

“lLeaves of Girass,"” 2§ oses, by way

Leaves of Grass,” one SUPPosEs by waty Ao S

of the contrast between his energetic, joy- o e 5
! e (Give him a cheer—Yo! Hol)

ful acceptance of life and the Slav's apa- |

| thetie, fatalistic submission to it, Long- Down in old Kentucky, where he learned

fellow's “Hiawatha' is a Russian favorite, hig politics,

It is all the country knows of him. One| (Agitate the banners; let the red fire

doubts if his didacticism would appeal to glow!)

Hawthorne is but When they ean't convince you .with a

gpeech they hand you hricks,
(Give him a cheer—Yo! Ha!)

Hoping in the reasoning of Hughes to find

L1t were it translated.
little known-—one would like to have the|
Slav view of “The Scarlet Letter,” For|
'the rest, there seems to he an occagional

ently bewailed the fact thn!l
| his name is not Dreiseryevski, and threat-

That was hefore the glad-earnest school|

her pladness was of a 'quite different|"°F
has floundered” on the!brand, that it was the genuine, natural, |
distinetly amateur r:l:ul-|| k
with only the faintest suspicion of|

*s right with the world" as she passed,| were not built for it.

land ruddy und sturdy.

being | which are to be sent to Germany 1%
.lhj.r an officer. He has a motor car und men. |

Irvin started early his poiitical career,
(Agitate the banners; let the red fire|

glow!)
Saying, “Vote the ticket straight,” and
algo, “Have a beer,” |

glimmer of familiarity with a few more
f our classies—Fenimore Cooper, rele-
pated to the children's room; Harte,
' Mayne Reid, “Uncle Tom's Cabin,” Em-
erson, Thoreau and William James. Mark | ¥ A a1 -
| Twain is a great Russian favorite, [ (Give him a cheer—Yol Hol)
| But of current American literature lht:ln-in's tales now pay him like a patent|
{subjects of the'Czar know nothing beyond | lawyer's fees, |
[Jack London, Richard Harding Davis and| (Agitate the banners; let the red fire
tUpton Sinclair’s “The Jungle” London! glow!) |
lis hailed by Andreyev and Kuprin; some|Railroad fare is all he's nerve enough to!

' denounce him as a “travelling salesman ask for these.
(Give him a cheer—Yo! Hol)

LU

in a derby who deals in oceans, storms,
| Lucifers and prairies.”  Others, again,

| praise him a8 s dynamic tonic for Sl“‘Cohh. said I, at any rate the crowds will

rights of Eurcpean subjects, intervention
on whosebehalf by their own governments apparently not even names to the Russiun
would have been highly objectionable to reading public, which, Mr. Yarmolinuky
us because of our present interpretation suggests, is as yet too ignarant of Amer.
of the Monroe Doctrine. But he mus]k‘nn conditions and the American soul to
himself on the ground that “we could noe‘ take an intelligent interest in our modern
act directly in that matter ourselves with- novelists or to furm an opinten of their
out denying Mexicuns the right to any merits, FEyen Mr, Howelis, the prophet of
revolution at all which disturbed us and'the Russians among us, i8 ovidently un-

mmmmwwfw | peo-| known 1o them, Tn concluslon, one should
ple awalt our fnterest -ua:mm? m-..uﬁ'ﬁr. Yarmolinaky's opinfon of

the realism of “Sister Carrle,” Its author

!

The President intervened, us he con-
\

' i i entertain.
| passivity, though warning against his sur-| . '
. o ; | (Agitate the banners; let the red fire
T autbaau o che Bl o o are) ., 9101
“Not a chance,” said Irvin; “it's a nerlmu!
campaign.”

(Give him a cheer—Yeo! Hol)
Gosh, It must be dreary in the Democratic

: camp, i
(Agitate the bunnera; let the red fire
- glowl) A ity

Even Irvin's funny bone has gone and got

. s crampl :
(Give him a cheer—Yo! Hol)
AR F,

.THE GOOD CURE

By Arthur Gleason

What was true of Joan of Are in true to-|
dny, Thers is no leadership like the power
of a holy spirit. It lends an edge to the
tongue in dealing with unworthy enemias
It pives dignity to sudden death. Heligion,
whers it 18 sincere, is still & mighty power in
the lives of simple folk to 1ift them to grent- ;
ness, Out heyoind Rheims, at the front
I'ne trenches, the tiny village of Rethemy is
knocked to pieces. The parish chureh is en-
tirely destroyed except for the front wall. |
Apainst that wall an altar has been built,|
where the men of the front line gather for|
service. Over the nltar [ read the words:

“Que le Cmur de Josun sauve ln Franece.”

In that name many in France nre working.
Sueh n'one is Paul Viller, euré of Trinucourt, |
The burning of the village i the world’s end
for m prasant, heeause the village was hia
1d, When the of Trinueourt

their little they
rned to the curd,  He was ready
“It is better to run,” said the
“They kill, those Germans.”

As the curé said to the German lieutenant
who tried to foree him up the bell tower,

peasants

aw loeal world rocking

Mayor.

“That nseension will give me the vertige”
eo he felt about running away; his legs

e would like to
“ablige,” but he was not fashicned for such
flights.

Curé Viller is Afty-five years old, short
In his books nnd hia
travel anid well grounded Latin edueation he
15 far removed from the simple villagers he
sorves. Hut he has learned much from
them. He has taken on their little ways. He
has their simplicity, which is more
tinguished than the manners of eities, With
them and with him 1 felt at home. That is
hecause he was at home with himself, at
Yome in life. His house was full of travel
pletures— Brittany fishermen and nooks of
seenery. |

dis-

When the Germans Came. [

The euré talked with us about the Ger-!
mans. We asked him how the peasants felt
toward them after the burning and the mur-
ders.

“I will tell you how the village electricinr
folt,” replied he. “He came baek after the
tionps had left and took a look nbout the

“'If T ever get hold of those Gormans
'l chew them up,' he =aid to me,

“igome of them nre still here,” 1 replied,

# Show them to me quick,’ he demanded.

"' They in the churek, grievously
wounded.

“We went there, A German was lying too
high on his stretcher, groaning from his wound |
and the uneomfortable position.

“*‘Here, you, what are you groaning ahout 7'
thundered the electrician, He lit a cigarette]
and puffed at it, as he glared st his enemy.

“AIncomfortuble, are you? Il fix you," he|
went on, sternly. Very gently he eased the |

are

stretcher, and tucked in his blankets, |
“‘Now, stop your groaning,' he command- |
ed. He stood there & moment in silence, then |

burst out agnin angrily: |

“rWhat are you eyeing me for? Want a procis, you remember, who was insulted by |

cigarette, do you?'

firing 1 thought it wnas only one more of
their performnnees

“Rut at the sound of these shots
mana ran ot from the houses

streots, rifle nnd revelver in hand,

the Ger-
and  the
shouting
ty, mes

“Your people hove
“1 protested with all my

fired on ual’

power, saying

that nll our arms had Been put in the Mayor's!
f us had Jdone the|

office and thut no one o
Hut they only shouted the louder:

|

firing. |
“Your people have fired on ua!’ |
“Plames broke out In the homes of Mr. |
Edounrd Gand and Mr. Gabriel Giéminel, |

Wo suw the Boches set them on

remnants of those (usex

"Women hegan running te me, wnnpinz:
nnd saying: |

SR T ¢ ave my father!® ‘My child is in
the Mum: They are killing m3 childrent’

Wihe shooting went on. The fire sprosd
and made a hol esuldron of two streoks,
Cattle snd cropa and houes hurmed

“Then a strange thi happeaed.  Soms
Germans nided in saving clothing and fur-
Liture from two or three of the hounses,

Rut most of them watched the destruction,
standing silent and showing neither pleas-
vre nor regret. [ could tell it wat no new
cight for them. In two hours there wns
nothing left of the thirty-five houszes on two
strects,
Hunter's Game.
“Cgr people ran out, chared hy angry Ger-

nisng, who fired on them ns if they wore hun-

0

i Jules Gund, fifty-eight years old,
wans shot down at the threshold of his doer.
A seventeen-year-old boy named Georges Le-
eourtier, taking re fugs me, wis shot.
Alfred Lallemnnd hid himaelf in a kitchen.
His hody was riddled with bullets, We found
it burned and lying in the rubbish eight
dnys later. He was fifty-four years old.

ter's game.

with

[ Men, women and children flod into the gar-|

dens and the fields, They forded the rivers
without using the bridge, which was right
there. They far an Brizenux and
Senard. My cook ran. She had a packet of
my honds, which I had given her for anfe
Leoping, and she haod a basket of her own
In her four she throw sway het

ran an

valuables,
hasket and kept my honds,
“The dauehter of one of our wnmen, shot

in tl mé to me and said;
WMy mather had §0,000 franes somewhore

% pani

nhout her!
“The body had been huried in haste, with
none of the usunl rites paid the dead, of
washing and undressing. S0 no examination
had heen made, We dug the body up and
found a bng. go
“ids that the bag
“q¢ looks like it," she replied.
empty.
“A duy Inter we found another bag in the
dead womnn's rosm, and in it were the bonds
for 50000 franecs, That the

L-

shows haste

And that|German down into the softer part of the and panic in which our people fled, picking

up the wrong thing, leaving the thing of
most value™
It was in the garden of the Proces family

thut the worst wes done. It was Héléne

the German soldier. The grandmother, sev-

fire with |

|
lineendinry fuses. Later on we found thn]

[ Fgere

" 1 nskesl the daughter. |
WA |

SO

L]

o R ot e a

05 -

~ BATTLE AND

LA REVANCHE”

Lowiz Racmaekers in “Land and Water”

OTHER POEMS

=

By Wiifrid Wilson Gibson.

The Question.

I wander if the old cow died or not.

Gay bad she was the night 1 left, and sick.
Heoe knows

Diek reckoned she would mend.
a lot ‘
At leust he fancies so himself, does Diek.

“He pulled out a cigarette, put it in the ‘-”’-"::-'\"\'-ru:!ﬂ vears old; Miss Laurs Wennchand, Dick knows a lot. But maybe I did wrong

of the wounded man, and lit it, Then he came |
home with me and installed electrie lights fur:

Germans,

the aunt, who iz eighty-one years old; the
mothar, forty years old, and Héléne, who
They
placed a little Indder against the low wire

To leave the cow to him and come away.
Dver and over like a silly song

Theso words keep humming in my head |

all day.

“An for me, [ lost twenty pounds of weirht | fanco which separated their backyard from|And all I think of, as | face the foe

hecause of those fellows. After they huve
been in a room it is a chaos: men's clothing,
women's undergarments, petticoats, nku-t--.!

shoes, napkins, cloths, hats, papers, boxes, |

in m mess. I have seen them take bottles of |
gherking, cherries, conserves of vegetahles, |

| puts of grease, lurd, hams, everything they

could eat or drink. What they couldn’t carry |
they destroyed. They opened the taps of wine!
casks, barrels of oil and vinegar, und set flow.
ing the juice of fruits ready for distillation.
“The official pillage of precious obfects|

dirested|

1 have sometimes usked for vouchers for the
objects stolen in that way. The vouchera u:cl

changing the date until the birds are fu]l:n:‘ukrr] with the signatore of the officer t!u'}flp:i

the requigitioning and with the stamp of the
regiment. RBut who will do the paying, ond|
when will they do it? The plunderer whe |
takes hottles of wine gives vouchers, 1 11:.-."-i
seen some of them which were pluyfully |
written in German, reading:

“Thunks, good people, we will drink
your health.’

“When the Germans entered my house they

lield revalvers in their hands. It is 50 alway J
and everywhere. If all they are nsking of yon |
is & mauteh or n word of advice, the Boche|
tuk®s out his revolver from its holster n:nii
plunges it back in when he has got what he|
wishes. With & revolver bullet he shoota o |
steer, and knocks down a pig with the butt
of his rifle. The animnls are skinned. He
doesn't take anything but the choice morsels, |
Hé leaves the rest in the middle of the street, |
or 4 court or garden —the head, the carcasq
und the hide.”

A VYillage in a Cellar,

No man in France had a busier time during
the German occupation than this village curd.
He went on with his recital:

“On Sunday morning the Germans set our
chureh cloek by German time, but the hell
was recalcitrant and continued to sound the
French hour, while the hands galloped on ae-
cording to their whim. While they were here |
the hour didn't matter, We lost all netion of |
time. We hardly knew what day it was, My
cellar is deep and well yuulted. T placed Lher. |
a pickaxe, spades and a large shovel. Every|
precantion was taken, |

“Monday was a day of glorious =unshine. |

Nature seemed to be en fite. After I had homelike and simple, like the village itself |

buried seven French and German dend and’

Mme. Procés, her daughter Hélene, in tenrs, a
Goerman officer and a soldier. The officer|
asked me: |

“Do you know these ladies

“Very well,' 1 answered; ‘they are honest|
people of my parish.' : |

“'All right. This soldier has not shown|
proper respect to the young lady. He will he[
rebuked. If he had gone further he would,
he shot.’

“The officer then reprimanded the saldier
in my presence. The man, stiff at attention,
listened to the rebuke in such a resentful,
hateful way that I thought to myself there
in going to be trouble. The soldier, his rifle
over his shoulder, went toward the Mayor's
offee,

“About twenty minutes later I heard firing
from the direction of the Mayor's office, two
whota, several shota, then a regular fusilladas
The sullen soldler had gone down there,
clapped his hand te his hoad, anid he was
wounded, and fired. When | heard the first

| enpiain to me the next day, ‘1'll show you

their neighbor's, Helene was the first one
aver, and turned to i'l\'lTl the older
The Gormans had followed them und riddled
the three women with bullets. They fell one
Heléne hid the

herself in

The Women Who Died.
“Thut same evening some of the villugers
wont with me te the garden. The women
loaked us if they were sleeping. They had

no trace of sufering in thelr facex, Miss
Mennehnnd had her litile toilet bag, con-
taining 1,000 franes, fastencd to her left
wrist, wnd wag still holding her umbrells
in her right hand, Her brains had fallen
out 1 colleeted them on w salad leaf and

thuriod them in the gurden,

“We cnrried the three bodie:
n their home. In one hed, as T openad it,
nogeodd From Monday
cvening il Wednesday morning the bodies
lny there, with no wax taper hurning and
to wutch and pray.
Germans played the piano clese by, |

to their heds

wateh lving.

SRW

no one
“Your people fired on our wxoldiers,’ snid

window.®
o ted me down the street and pointed.

“iit iw unfortunate you have chosen that
window," [ replied to him. *At the time you
started burning our village the only person
in the house was a paralytie man, who was
burned in his bed.

“It wan the house of Jean Lecourtier, sev-
enty years old,

“In front of the Poineaire house [ met
o general, who, they sanid, was the Duke of
Wurttemberg,

“T am glnd to yvou, curd, | econgratu-
Inte you. You are the first chaplain | have
woen. Generally, when we get to a village
the Muyor and the curdé hive run wway, |
Wo officers sre angry at what has taken
ple You have treated us well)

“iperhaps you will be able to stop the
hortor,” | #aid to him.

“iAh. what ean you expeet? It is war
There are bad your army and
in ours,”"”

The afternoon had pussed while we were
tulking:. We rose to make vur goodbys.

“Caome with me,” said the euré. He led os
down the wvillage street to a small house,
whose baekyard is a little garden on the
fittle river. All the setting was small and

seo

eo Bere.

in

#oldiera

and the eurd. A voung womtn stepped out

'was walking home ! saw coming towird me from the kitchen to greet us,

“This the girl,” suid Father Viller,
Héléne Proces is twenty years old, with the
dark ecoloring, soft, slightly olive skin, brown
eyes, of a thousand other young women in
the wvalley of the Meuse. Hut the look in
hor eyes was the same look that a friend
of mine carvies, though it is now twelve years
since the hour when her mother was burned |
to death on board the General Slocum. Sud-
den horror has fixed itself on the face of
this girl of Triaucourt, whose mother and
grandmother and aunt were shot in front of
her in one moment,

She led us through the garden. There wers
only a few yards of it; just a little homely
place. She brought us to the fence, a low
wire affair, cheaply made and easy to get
over.

“The bullets were splashing around me,”
she maid.

The tiny river, which had hardly out-
grown its beginnings as a brook, went sliding
past. It seemed & quiet place for a tragedy,

women. |

By night the|

And tuke my lucky chance of being shot,
14 this —that if 'm hit, I'll never know

Exultant and unchallenged: and my rhyme

Wauld set him safaly out « sch of time

in that old heaven where things are wig
they seem. g

¢

| The Orphans.
At 5 o'clock one April morn
I met them making tracks,
Young Benjnmin and Abel Horn,
With bundles on their bucks. Y

Young Benjamin is seventy-five,
Younyg Abel seventy-seven—

| The oldest conts alive
Beneath that April heaven.

Till Doomsday if the old cow died or not. | giked them why they trudged about

The Bayonet.

This bloody steel
Haus killed & man.

I heard him squeal
As on | ran.

He watched me come
With wagging head.

| pressed it home,
And he was dead.

Though clean and elear
I've wiped the steel,
I still can hear
That dying squeal,

His Father.

[ quite forgot to put the spigot in,
ft's just come over me. . . .
queer
Ta think he'll not care if we loge or win
And vet be jumping-mad about that beer,

I left it running full. He must have snid
A thing or two,
What he will say if I'm reported dead

Before he gets me told about thut beer!

The Quiet.
I eould not understand the sudden quiet
The sudden durkness—in the erash of
The din and glare of duy quenched
twinkling
In utter starless night,

I lay an age and idly gazed at nothing,
Half-puzzled that I could not lift my head;

And then 1 knew somehow that | was lying
Among the other dead.

The Reek.
To-night they're sitting by the peat
Talking of me, I know
Grandfather in the ingle seat,
Mother and Meg and Joe,

1 feel a sudden puff of heat
That sets my ears aglow,

And smell the reek of burning peant
Across the Belgian snow,

In the Ambulance.

“Twao rows of enbbages,
Two of curly groens,
Two rows of early peas,
Two of kidney beans.”

That's what he is muttering,
Making such a song,

Keeping other chaps awake,
The whole night long.

HBoth his legs are shot away,
And his head is light;

0 he keeps on muttering
All the blessed night:

Two rows of eabbnges,
Two of curly greens,

Two rows of early peas,
Two of kidney beans”

Colour.

A blue-binek Nubian plucking oranges
At Jaffa by a sea of malachite

In red tarboosh, green sash, and flowing w'luui

Purnous—among the shadowy memories

iepx
He lives forever in my eyes’ delight,
Hizarre, superb in young immortal might
A god of old barbaric mysteries,
Maybe he lived a life of lies and lust:
Maybe his bones are now but seattered dust:
Yet, for a moment he was life supreme

>

1'd give my stripes to hear

fight,

N & aven to undertuke & new attack.

With erabby looks and sour—
“And does your mother know you're out
At this unearthly hour?"

They stopped: and scowling up at me
Each shook a grizzled head,

And swore; and than spat bitterly,
As with one voice they said:

“Homeless about the countryside
We never thought to ronm;

But mother, she has gone and died,
And broken up the home.”

Salvage.
So suddenly her life
Had erashed ubout that gray old country wifa
Naked she stood, nnd gazed

Pewildered, while her home about her blased
+ New-whlowed, and bereft

And it is! OFf her five sons, she clung to what was lsf§

Stitl hugging sli she'd got
A toy gun and & copper coffes pot.

‘From “Battlc and Other Poems,” by Wik
frid Wilkon Gihven: Copyright, 1015, by Th'
Muaemillnn Compuny, ]

. THE BATTLE OF THE MARNE,

|

| Continued from page 1.

Hut this

failed almost instantly,

It is essentinl to keep in mind in examise
ing the Marne the story of the opening wetkd
The two ool

flicts bogan in much the same way. In both

cases German mobilization puts more troopd
| snd better equipped troops into the field, I8

l both eases nll the epening battles are won by

| the Germans.  Hut at this point the paralld

| stops short. lustead of Mars-ls-Tour sad
| Sedan, with their fatal* terminations, yo#
hove an orderly rotroat of all French armied
until & new coneentration permits a f

offensive, and when this happens you have 8

'G-.-rmun retreat followed by a German rallfs

| which ends in & deadlock and two years of

| trench war,

This, after sil, is the “miracle of *
Murne.” The German high command saidi
“We have more men, better guns,
| troop=; we will violate the neutrality “
| Belgium, turn the Fieneh fortresses sad A
riving in the plains of Northern France, wi
will destroy the French armies, take Parik
and then turn east and dispose of Russis
We shall win the war in six weeks and skt
Parig in seven. We shall hold France
rensom and dispose of the French danger fof
all time."

Not one detail of this grandiose plan wab
renlized. Not one detail haus been real
| after two years of war, We all see that
| France had failed Russia would have bee®
conquered, snd cven the British Empied
| would have come to the edge of ruin.

i Frunee did not fail. She won her grea
vietory in m wonderful history, with but the
least possible support from Britain;

ved herself, Pritain and Russia, and sftef

the Marne the war had new horizons and dif

{erent possibilities. Thus in every

of the Franco-Prussinn War,

vot aceurately measure them, seem &t
distunce of two vears incomparably
than on the day when the world first
that the German invasion would net

Paris

L}
| tle whose eonscouences, though we may
|

That sense the
int hiunt me yet by these bleak Northern | Battle of the Marne was one of the few l&
deeisive battles in all human history, & |

i




